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One-Shot 


"Truth or dare." 
"Truth." 


"Okay." Jon said, squinting his eyes malevolently at his game partner. This served the dual role of making 
himself seem mysterious, and also condensing Richie down into a single entity again. The fact the man was just 
now starting to spread out double was a testament to Jon's stubbornness; the row of empty beer cans on the 
coffee table argued that his vision should have commenced fragmentation at least a half hour ago. "Your 


secretest secret. That thing you thought you'd never tell anyone, ever. That thing." 

Richie let his eyelids droop for a minute, and Jon wasn't sure whether he was thinking, or if he'd passed out. 
But then he smiled, and it seemed kind of wicked, and in the part of Jon that could still think straight, he 
almost wished his friend had passed out instead. Richie opened his eyes. 


"Sometimes | wanna do bad things to your body." 


"What? 


The wicked smile remained, though his eyes were glassed. "Secretest secret, right?" 
"Yeah, but--" 
"Bad things." 


It came out in a voice so low it was almost a purr, and it crackled over and under Jon's skin like a cold chill. 
Sure, Jon had occasionally wondered if there was a possibility there. But up to that moment, they'd been just 
friends. In fact, there were times it seemed like each of them was making a special-- albeit unspoken-- effort 
to remain that way. Saying something like this, even as a joke, was way out of line. And yet, it was that cold 
chill, lighting up Jon's nerves, that responded before his brain did. "We're not s‘posed to talk about it, so it's all 
bad things, right?" 


Richie gave a little snort of amusement, and Jon still wasn't sure whether he was being fucked with or not, 
and he wasn't sure if he was with it enough to play along with the ambiguity. But he wanted to hear the purr 
again. 

"Mm. Yeah," Richie said. "All bad things." 


Jon felt his own words directly in his crotch: "Like what?" 


Puckering his lip a little, Richie tapped it with a fingertip, as though in indecision or reflection. Then he said, 
"Kissing you." He paused for more thought, and added, "Down that little curve in your spine right above your 


ass. 
"Rich--" 
"And the place on the inside of your thighs, right at the top. | bet it's ticklish there, huh?" 


A swell of blood hit Jon full in the groin so fast it sent his head into a spin He took a deep breath and pulled 


his knees up onto the couch. 

Richie went on. "Only ticklish if you ain't relaxed, though. | gotta relax you first" 
"| don't know if we should--" 

"Lot of places to kiss you, like a fucking treasure hunt, man" 

"Richie--" 


"You got those shirts where it's only one a your tits is showing. Makes me wanna push you against the wall 


and lick it. Sometimes | spend a whole fucking show wondering how you'd want it, up and down, or in circles, or 


if I'd suck ‘em, or if you want teeth scraping on ‘em. And then by the end of the show, I'm thinking about what 


your cock tastes like." 


Jon curled his fingers into the plump contours of the couch, feeling the skin of his knuckles straining with the 
effort to stay grounded, sane. After ten breaths, or maybe a thousand, he thought he was calm enough to 
speak, but Richie spoke first. 


"I bet you like it slow, but | bet you never get it that way, huh? Someone kissing your wrists and your ankles 
and the backs of your knees?" 


"This is dangerous," Jon said, and he could hear the weakness in his voice, the lack of breath. 


"You asked for it," Richie said, before taking a swig of his beer. "I bet you like your cock licked slow, too. That's 
how | think of it. Licking it slow and making your feet curl up. And pushing your knees open and eating your 
balls ‘til you can't take it, | bet nobody ever does that." 


"Jesus Christ--" 


"And licking your cock ‘til you drip before | suck on it. God, | bet it tastes good. It always does in my mind. | like 
to tickle the tip of it with my tongue while I'm sucking it in my mind, too. | always do that. You always like that. 
Makes you squirm, kinda" 


"Fuck-—" 


"| like it when you squirm. Like when | kiss that spot on your spine? That makes you squirm, too, cuz you know 
what's coming. Sometimes you get your own pants down for me, cuz you can't wait. Sometimes you sit on my 
face and pull your own cock while | eat your asshole," Richie said. Then, with a smile, he added, "God, you're 


dirty, aren't you? Its okay, | like you dirty." 


The room spun around Jon again, and he thought his fingernails would break back with the effort to dig into 
the upholstery. Again, Richie was the one who breached the sudden quiet: 


"Truth or dare?" he said. 


Jon dragged a few calming breaths into himself, letting the spinning slow. The fire in his middle flared. "Dare," 
he said, and Richie grinned. 


END 


